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One 


Author's Notes: 
This has kind of taken over my life for the past week or so. Think of the guys as their early-90s selves, right 
around Alec\'s booting from the band. 


It wasn't raining. 


Which wasn't really that out of the ordinary, but Tico had always been under the impression nights like tonight 


were supposed to be rainy. Maybe he'd seen too many movies. 


The little bar was empty except for a few drunks who looked like they'd never seen sunlight hunched over the 


bar, a blond with curls playing a piano and singing like someone was actually listening, and the bartender. 
Tico sighed and headed towards the bar, tension coiling in his muscles and wrapping around his throat. 


Calm, Teek, just stay calm. Youre just asking a question, no harm in that. 


"Can | help you?" 

The bartender - somewhere in his research, Tico had learned his name, but Hell if he could remember it now 
- was looking at him, and it was just normal "is this a scumbag?" scrutiny but it tightened up all that tension 
in his muscles until he worried he would fall over. 

"Uh, l'm looking for someone." 

Silence filled the bar, the last few notes of whatever song the pianist had been so engrossed in fading into 
nothingness. The bartender just looked at him, and Tico could have sworn one of the barflies was watching him. 
Fuck. 


"You gonna tell me who it is, or do | have to read your mind?" The bartender smirked. 


Tico laughed as his muscles relaxed a little - in his head, it sounded shaky and insincere but the bartender just 


grinned so maybe it was more convincing than he thought. 

"Yeah, sorry. Looking for Jon Bon Jovi." 

Silence again. Thick and heavy, wrapping around him, magnifying the intensity of the bartender's scrutiny. And 
then it evaporated into a chord somewhere near the middle of the piano, and a smooth voice echoing around 
the bar. 

"He ain't here." 

"You, uh, know where | could find him?" 


"Mind if | ask why?" 


"A friend of mine told me he could give me a job. l'm in a bit of a rough spot right now, so | could use one, 


you know?" 


"Nah, | have no idea where he is when he's not here. David," he jerked his head towards the pianist, "can tell 


you, he'll be done in a bit. You want a drink?" 


"Richie! Gimme something fruity." David flopped down on a barstool with such gusto it should have either 


broken or injured him. 
Ah, so that was his name. Tico had known it had started with an R, but he'd settled on Rob. 


Richie handed him something so colorful and overly garnished the most flamboyant of socialites would've been 


embarrassed to be seen with it. Tico tried to look inconspicuous as Richie leaned over and said something 


quietly to David, David's smile fading a little as he nodded. 

"Hey, you." 

Shit, had they noticed him watching? Tico ducked his head and studied the surface of his drink 
"Hey! Whiskey Sour." 

"That's an interesting name," David said, with whatever the male equivalent of a giggle was. 

"| didn't ask his name, Giggles." 

“Obviously. Hey, what's your name?" 


"Sam," Tico said, after a brief pause where he almost forgot these are not the kind of people you want to give 


your real name to. 
"You don't look like a Sam. Richie says you're looking for Jon? Something about a job?" 
"Uh, yeah. Got laid off, | just need something to keep me on my feet while | find something more permanent." 


David nodded, sipping his drink. "Cool. I'll bring you to see him, but | won't make any guarantees. He lives pretty 
close, mind if we walk?" 


"It should be raining.” 

"Huh?" 

David shrugged. "The weather report said rain tonight. And it's humid" 

"Oh. Yeah." There weren't even any clouds to speak of, just stars and a sliver of moon. 

Go late, Tico's source had said. The bar's got foo many people coming and going during the day. But it felt too 
late, felt somehow wrong to be going to anyone's house this late. He had to catch this fucker in a good mood, 
and he knew he wouldn't be particularly cheerful if someone wandered into his house at three in the morning. 
But all he had to go on was what his source told him, and this blond-haired piano player. Which really 


amounted to putting his life in the enemy's hands - but as long as David didn't know he was the enemy, he 


should be okay. 


Hopefully. 

"You're thinking awful hard" 

"Huh?" 

David laughed that almost-giggle again "Do you know any other words?" 
Dammit, you idot, calm the fuck down and act normal 

Tico smiled at him. "Yeah. Sorry, long day’ 

"Been there. It's right here.” 


It wasn't what Tico was expecting. He wasn't sure what he was expecting, really, but this little piece of 


stereotypical suburbia wasn't it. Fuck, it even had a white picket fence. 

"Thanks." Tico reached out to shake his hand, but David was already walking towards the house. "Uh - " 
"Uh what? Are you coming?" 

"You live here?" 

"Yeah." 

"You seem a little old to have a roommate." 

David coughed, a little grin tugging at the corner of his lips. "Roommate's not the word" 

"| - oh. Huh" 


Tico was going to have to stop thinking of that as “almost a giggle", regardless of whether or not it was weird 
for a guy to giggle. 


"You say that a lot. Are you coming?" 


Tico took a deep breath and steeled himself, walking through the door David held open to meet the man he 
hated more than anything. 


Youre getting bi," Tico said with a grin, resting his hand on Maria's stomach, 


"Excuse me?" 


‘Oh shut up, you know Im not calling you fat." He kissed her cheek, sliding his other arm around her waist and 


pulling her close. "You're gorgeous." 

"Flatterer." 

"Yeah You think hell kick me if | whine enough?" 

‘She won't, its foo early." 

Ho" 

"When we find out for sure its a girl Im gonna gloat until your ears fall off" 
"You just keep on going with that wishful thinking, woman." 

Maria giggled and rested her head on his shoulder. 'I love you." 

"Im pretty damn lovable. Ow! No pinching," Tico grinned"! love you foo." 


Jon tapped his pen against the notepad resting on his knee, looking Tico over. "Remind me again why you're 


here? Other than needing a job - why me?" 

The scrutiny was getting to him, but he was determined to remain cool. The house was well air-conditioned, 
and Tico was glad for that because he had a tendency to sweat when nervous. He sat on the edge of the 
couch David had pointed him to, fidgeting a little and leaning forward on his knees. 

David had introduced him - Tico almost forgetting when David said "Sam" he meant Tico - and then vanished 
into the kitchen, making his presence known in the background with the sounds of cupboards opening and 
closing, pots banging, and off-key singing. 


"A friend of mine, says he's been to your bar a few times and heard you might be looking for some help." 


Jon nodded, chewing on the top of his pen and looking over whatever he'd scribbled on that notepad. "No 


experience?" 


"No. I'm a fast learner, though. And I've been to plenty of bars - if you asked the wife, she'd probably tell you 
I'm an expert by now." He grinned, but from the look on Jon's face the attempt at humor had fallen flat. 


"And you understand itd only be temporary.’ 


Tico nodded. "That's all | need. We've got a kid on the way, | can't afford to not be pulling in any cash right now, 


you know? I'm looking, but | need something in the meantime." 

"Boy or girl?" David handed Jon a mug - coffee, from the smell - and settled next to him. 

"Uh, boy." 

David smiled. "Aww, nice. We were thinking of adopting a little girl, but you know. Legal bullshit, and all.” 

Jon was looking at David in a way that made it very clear he didn't appreciate the openness in front of a 
complete stranger. Tico sure appreciated it, though - the easier it was to make friends with Jon's cohorts, the 
easier this was all going to be, and someone as friendly as David was like a gift from God. 

"Stop staring at me." David poked Jon, grinning when he jumped a little and almost spilled his coffee. 

"You smell like bar." 

"Wouldn't be a problem if you didn't own a smelly bar." 

All this normalcy was a little disconcerting. Tico wasn't really a hateful person - someone needed to be really 
vile before he felt comfortable even using the word "hate" - and no matter what Jon had done to him, the 
suburban-bliss house and the happy-couple flirting weren't really painting the picture of an evil man. 
"Yoo-hoo, Earth to Sam." 


"Huh? Sorry." 


"There, | got his attention for you. And | think huh's his favorite word," David said to Jon, who just rolled his 


eyes. 


"Right. Well, your friend heard right - we do need a bouncer. And normally l'd go for someone with experience, 
but it's been a while since we lost the last guy and | could definitely use you while we look" 


"Excellent" 


Jon handed him the notepad and pen. "Gimme your number, it's getting a little late to hash out details, so I'l 


give you a call tomorrow." 


The house was empty, as usual. Tico wondered if that little part of him that hoped the last couple months had 
been some kind of sick dream and she'd be sitting there waiting for him when he came home would ever go 


away. 
He hung his keys up on the peg where her jacket used to hang - where it would never hang again. 


Making his way through a maze of boxes half-filled with her clothes and books and the cds he'd always made 
fun of, he wandered upstairs and settled in front of the computer. A quick e-mail to update his source, and 
he'd crawl into bed where, if past nights were any indication, he'd lie awake wishing she were there, convinced 
he couldn't fall asleep without her body next to his until exhaustion claimed him. 


Hugh, 


Went to the bar tonight. Empty like you said. Don't remember you mentioning a pianist, but he was friendly as 
Hell - think he'll be my in Met JBJ. Not quite the bastard | was expecting. Got the job, I'll keep you posted. 


- Teek 


Message sent, he leaned back in his chair and scrubbed his hands over his face. A breeze blew in through the 
open window next to his bed, ruffling the papers in the folder next to the computer. Tico picked it up and rifled 
through it, although he wasn't going to find anything new. All the correspondence from his source, who'd 
originally only identified himself as "an interested party who'd like nothing more than to see that piece of shit 


behind bars", eventually revealing only his first name to Tico. 


In addition to the notes and e-mails - contact information, lists of safe places to meet, instructions for finding 
Jon and how to act when he finally met him - Tico had stuffed anything else related to the task at hand in 
that folder. Everything he could find on Jon Bon Jovi and his right-hand man, Richie Sambora, including legends 
and rumors and tall tales. Nothing in here about any David, although he knew there were a few unconfirmed 


reports Jon was gay. 


And in the very back, behind everything else because Tico had thought maybe keeping them back there would 
prevent him from looking at them too often, were the most painful pieces of paper iamginable. A couple police 
reports, and the obituary of Maria Torres - 3 months pregnant - killed when the engine of her car exploded 
when she started it. 


It hadn't been an accident. And Tico was going to get the bastards responsible - whatever the cost. 


Two 


"We don't kick people out for getting too drunk, but we do make them get a cab, and you're responsible for 
getting their keys and making sure they get in the cab. Fighting gets ‘em one warning, then you boot ‘em. 
Heckling David, they get booted instantly.” 


"Really?" 


Richie shrugged. "Jon's decision. Fighting with him on it's pretty pointless. And most of the crowd are regulars, 
they know to just ignore the music if they don't like it" 


"Right. How busy does it get?" Tico settled down on a stool, leaning back against the bar and looking around the 
small room that, even empty in the middle of the day, looked smoky and dark. 


"Not very," Richie said, and sat next to him. "We get a decent crowd around happy hour during the week - 
from Monday to Friday we're busiest around 5:30. Not a huge weekend crowd. Like | said, its mostly regulars. 
There'll never be more than 30 people in here, most of the time it's just those two you saw when you came 


by the other night, plus a few stragglers. I'll be surprised if you ever actually have to do anything.’ 
"Just stand there and look pretty?" 


"You got it. The last guy spent more time at the bar than standing anywhere. Jon comes by every now and 


then, if he catches you drinking or slacking off you'll get a lecture, but that's about it. It's a pretty cushy job.” 
"Sounds like it" 

Oh, you'll also probably end up playing gofer for David - fetching him drinks and shit" 

"He's got it pretty easy." 

Richie snorted. "Of course he does. Jon bends over backwards to cater to him. You think he'd let anyone else 
set up a fucking grand piano in his bar and play for a bunch of people who aren't exactly fine music fans? 


Fucking ridiculous, if you ask me." 


Well. 7his was interesting. Richie hopped up and slid over the bar, hopping down behind it and grabbing a glass, 
busying himself making a drink 


So Richie didn't like David. Or at least not the way Jon treated David. Jealousy, maybe? Right hand man wants 


the same privileges as the husband? 


Maybe he just didn't like that his big bad boss was gay. Or that David was pretty damn feminine. 


Either way, this could be good. Especially if Richie was so unhappy with it he was venting to a relative 


stranger. 
"Whiskey sour?" 


“That'd be great, thanks" 


Teek, 


| assume by pianist you mean David? Yeah, didn't think of that. Didn't know if JBJ still had him playing at the 
bar, and if he wasn't at the bar | doubt you'd ever meet him. Yeah, he's friendly. Flaming as a bonfire, but a 
good enough guy. Not sure what he sees in the piece of shit, but whatever. Don't know a lot about him, but 
I've attached what | do know. 


- Hugh 


Tico printed out the file Hugh had attached, skimming over it. Shorter than Jon's or Richie's by far - about 
half a page, and he had about four pages on Richie. And most of it he'd already figured out - "friendliest guy 
you'll meet at that bar", "bit of a flake", "rumor has it Richie doesn't like him". A few things that he'd probably 
have figured out on his own in a few days - "not stupid’, "most cheerful little shit you'll ever meet - real 
‘glass half full type" - and a couple nuggets of useful information, most notably "if David likes you, you can do 
pretty much anything short of killing someone and he'll stick up for you. And if he sticks up for you, JBJ won't 
Touch you." 


The last paragraph was about his relationship with Jon, and while Tico knew he should make sure to learn all 


that, he just couldn't bring himself to read about a happy relationship right then 


He jammed the papers in the folder and made a note to pick up a new one at some point, this one was out of 
room. Hugh'd probably give him a lecture about leaving hard copies laying around like this, but Tico didn't trust 


the computer not to magically erase everything. 
The silence in the house was stifling, and Tico had to get out. Too early to head to work, but wandering around 


to kill time was a far better option than sitting there surrounded by what would have been good memories if 


they weren't tainted with the stench of unfair loss. 


Richie had been right about the crowd. By six o' clock there were only fifteen or so people in the bar, by ten 
it was down to the two barflies. It was midnight, two hours to go before the bar closed, and it was boring 


He'd met some of the regulars, making notes of their names to ask Hugh if they had any significance. For a 


while he'd eavesdropped on Richie talking to one of the barflies - the one who'd been watching him that first 
night, Alec - but they were discussing beer and Tico quickly lost interest. He kept a halfhearted ear on the 
conversation, knowing how important every little thing could be to him, but it was hard to hear over the piano 
music and even if that wasn't the case, he doubted he could glean anything useful from a debate on brewing 
techniques. 

"Having fun?" 

Tico jumped a little at David's voice - he hadn't even noticed the piano music had stopped. 

"Little jumpy to be a bouncer, there. Beer?" 

"Wouldn't jump if you wouldn't sneak up on me," Tico grinned and took the bottle David was holding out to him. 
"Touché." David had another garish, colorful drink that looked sweet enough to rot teeth. 

"So you a Beethoven fan?" 

David blinked at him. "Yeah. You recognized Beethoven?" 

"Moonlight Sonata, you were playing it earlier." 


"You don't look like a classical kind of guy." 


Tico shrugged. "The wife likes it. Makes her happy, so | can put up with it. More | listen to, the more | like. 
That one's her favorite." 


David smiled. "Neat. Mine too." 
He finished his drink - keeping that smile on his face - and bounced back off towards the little stage. 


In reality, Tico had just gotten lucky. An old girlfriend had been insistent on appearing "cultured" and decided 


they needed to start listening to classical music. Thanks to her, he could name three or four songs. 
Good thing she'd been good in bed, or she wouldn't have lasted long enough for him to learn even that. 
Tico sipped his beer, grinning slowly as he realized David was playing Moonlight Sonata. 


It didn't take long to settle into a routine. Tico would show up half an hour before the bar opened, have a beer 
with Richie and listen to him bitch about whatever was pissing him off that day, or go on about the "fucking 
amazing chick, biggest fucking tits you've ever seen," he'd gone out with the night before, or babble on about 


this new drink he'd come up with. David would come in right around opening time, and he and Tico would chat 
about music - Tico spent a fair amount of time outside work reading up on classical musicians - while Richie 
opened up. 


Hugh had told him it was probably a good idea to keep an eye on all the regulars, especially anyone who came 
in more than two or three times a week, so he'd spend the night walking around, listening to bits and pieces of 
conversations and filing away important bits. The longer he was there, the less wary people seemed to be of 
him - more and more, he was managing to catch snippets of conversations that were very definitely 
important. He was hearing Jon's name come up more, as well as Richie's, and he was starting to learn a few 


code words. 


Around midnight, when the bar was always nearly deserted - the two barflies showed up within ten minutes 
of opening and didn't leave until they were booted out, so the bar was never actually empty - David would take 


a break from playing and have a few drinks with Tico, talking a little more about music. 
Tico was starting to worry, a little. The problem with using his wife as the explanation for his classical music 
knowledge was that David really wanted to meet her. And that just wasn't possible. He'd managed to come up 


with workable excuses every time, but David was getting more and more insistent. 


He'd bring it up with Hugh, that might help. David was going to be incredibly valuable to him, and screwing it up 
over something litte like that was not a good idea 


Tico had been working at the bar for almost three weeks when he got his first nasty surprise. 


Three 


Jon was hunched over the bar when he walked in, having a heated discussion with Richie. Alec was sitting next 
to him - he shouldn't have been there, the bar was closed. He tried to let the door close quietly behind him, 
figuring if they didn't know he was there they'd go on talking, but the click behind him made them all look over. 
‘Sam! Hey, | tried to call you but you must've left already. We're closed today," Jon hopped off his stool and 
walked towards Tico as he talked, a little too cheerful, a little too loud. "Probably closed for the rest of the 
week You'll still get paid, don't worry.” 


Richie and Alec were watching him, something akin to menace in their eyes. Tico wasn't exactly happy with this 
turn of events. 


"Uh, but - " 

"Listen," Jon's voice was suddenly less cheerful, he sounded tense and strained now. "You can't ask questions 
here right now. The bar's closed, someone will call you when it opens. If anyone asks, you don't know why we're 
closed. You'll get an explanation later, but if you push right now you're gonna piss me off, and you don't want 
to piss me off. Cool?" 


Because when youre pissed off, that's when you plant explosives in cars, right? 


Tico just nodded, Jon's face breaking into a grin as he clapped Tico on the back. "Excellent. See you in a few 


days." 

He was out the door before he could blink, the lock clicking behind him. Well. That was..unexpected. 
"Hi, Sam." 

"JesusChrist, David" 

David giggled. "You're always so jumpy." 

"| told you, | wouldn't jump if you didn't sneak up on me. Looking for Jon?" 

"Nope, looking for you. Wanna go get coffee?" 


‘lm not a big coffee drinker." Plus, leaving would interfere with his plans to try and figure out what they were 


talking about in there. 


"Me neither." David took his arm and started to lead him away. 


The café David led him to was empty - Tico was starting to wonder why any businesses bothered with this 
neighborhood - and he sat in the corner while David ordered..something. It sounded like gibberish to him, but 


the guy behind the counter gave him drinks. Some weird coffee-language. 


"Thinking funny thoughts?" David set a cup down in front of him, flopping into the seat across the table. "And 


don't say ‘huh’, | was asking ‘cause you were smiling.’ 
Tico shrugged. "Guess so. | told you | don't drink coffee." 
"Just drink it. God you're whiny." 


"And you're demanding," Tico said, but he took a sip anyway. Whatever David had ordered had enough sugar he 


could swear his teeth were cringing. Not surprising, really. 

"Good, huh?" 

Tico nodded. "So what - " 

"Shh. It. can't tell you a lot. Jon's not gonna be totally thrilled with anything | do tell you, but he'll get over it. 
All| can really say is Jon - and Richie and Alec, and a few others, but Jon's in charge and | bet you figured 
that out - does a lot of..bad shit. And when they get close to getting in trouble for any of the bad shit, they 
close the bar and lie low." 

"And if itll piss Jon off for you to tell me this, why - " 

“Cause | don't think its fair to keep you in the dark," David shrugged. "Jon doesn't seem to get - or maybe he 
doesn't care - that once he hires you, you're..involved. And at the very least, you deserve to know when stuff 
like this happens." 


Tico nodded, sipping at his drink and letting the enamel of his teeth wear off. "So when you say ‘bad shit - " 


"Nope, can't tell you," David said, shaking his head. "I'm all in favor of telling you what you absolutely need to 


know, but thats too much. For all | know, you could be an undercover cop," he grinned. 

"If | were a cop, | think what you've already told me is too much." 

"Nah. All | said was ‘bad shit', you don't know if he's doing anything illegal. And everything else..if you were a 
cop, you'd be working at the bar and watching us all for a reason. Nothing I've told you goes more in-depth 


than whatever reason you might have." 


Tico nodded. "You're not as dumb as you act." 


Its all a clever ploy. Ooh, hey, since you have the night off and | don't have any plans, maybe you could bring 


me to meet Maria?" 

"| don't know." 

Before Tico met David, he would have said "men don't pout". But there was no other word that even came 
close to what he was doing now. "Come on. From everything you've told me, we'd like each other. Or is that the 
problem?" The pout turned to a grin. "Are you afraid she'll like me too much and leave you?" 

"David..it's.there - " 


David frowned. "Sam? Did - oh jeez. Did she leave you? I'm so sorry, | didn’t know, | didnt mean to - ' 


"No, no, it's fine." Better than fine, you just gave me the perfect cover story. "She..yeah. She met someone else, 


and..she's gone." 

"Oh, Sam, l'm so sorry.” 

Tico didn't doubt it. 

Teek, 

| think it'd be a good idea to catch up in person. Tomorrow good? Usual place, usual time? 
- Hugh 


The bar was still closed, and the other night Tico had seen a patrol car in the parking lot. It'd be just his luck 
if the cops finally got the bastard before he got his chance. 


He showed up at the Chinese place in the mall's food court at the usual time, looking around for Hugh. He could 
be hard to find - Hugh was the very definition of inconspicuous. Average height, average build, gray hair, 
always wearing grays and blacks, and rarely seen without sunglasses. 

"Teek" 

Tico jumped and spun around to see Hugh standing there. 


"Jumpy?" 


"What the fuck is it with people sneaking up on me and then blaming me for being surprised? Shit." 


Hugh raised an eyebrow, then walked off. By now Tico was used to his mannerisms, used to the way he 
expected everyone to know what he was thinking without him saying it, but for a long time his "man of few 
words" shtick had been incredibly grating. 

It was still a pain in the ass, but he could deal. 

"Alec John Such - barfly Alec - was arrested yesterday," Hugh said when Tico caught up to him. 

"No shit?" 

"The arrest had nothing to do with JBJ, funny enough. Drunk driving. But from all reports, Alec cracks easily 
under pressure, so this probably has JBJ nervous. If the cops find the link, and push him a little - that's bad. 
For them. Good for us." 

"Good for us? Fuck that. If they take Jon before | get my hands on him - " 

Hugh stopped and raised an eyebrow. "I thought you wanted him arrested?" 

"Arrested my ass. You want that. I'm after a more permanent solution” 


It was almost a week before Tico woke to a message from Jon on his answering machine telling him the bar 
was going to be open that night and he was expected to show up for work as scheduled. The message was 
short and terse - had he found out what David had told him? Was that why he sounded pissed, or was it just 


stress? 

Nothing seemed different when he showed up. Richie was wiping down the bar as if there had been people 
spilling drinks on it the night before, and he seemed downright gleeful about finally getting to gripe to Tico 
again. 

"Jon bought that shit a new car yesterday." Richie spat the word "car" as if it were the curse in the sentence. 
"Really?" 

"Fucker's throwing around money like it was sand. It's gonna bite him in the ass, mark my words." 

David got to the bar earlier than usual, grinning so widely Tico wouldn't have been surprised if the top half of 
his head got knocked off in a strong breeze. Richie rolled his eyes and got to work mixing up a fruit-and-sugar 


monstrosity, muttering under his breath the whole time. 


"Glad to be back at work?" David asked, when Tico brought his drink over to the piano. 


Tico shrugged. "Guess so. | was kind of enjoying getting a paycheck for doing nothing.” 
"I bet you were. That gets old fast, though. Hey, Jon wants you to swing by the house tomorrow.’ 


"Does he?" That was different. The few times Jon had needed to talk to him in person, he'd just come by the 


bar. 
‘Mmhm," David nodded. "Doesn't wanna talk about anything important here." 
"He say when?" 


"Nope. He's gonna be around all day, he said to tell you to just drop by whenever. | suggest mid afternoon, he's 


in a good mood after lunch." 

"You know what he wants?" 

| have an idea But you should probably get to the door and do your job, Mr. Bouncer.” 

Tico was torn. 

On one hand, straying from his plan could be a mistake. He'd had a rough timeline worked out from the 
beginning - get the job, get the bar staff trusting you, get Jon trusting you, screw up some relationships, and 
only make the final move once he had the guys in the bar angry enough at Jon they wouldn't be any help 


finding his killer. 


Richie still only trusted him on the surface. He certainly appreciated an ear to bitch to, but Tico wasn't stupid 
enough to think he'd come before the boss in something like this. Richie wore his loyalties on his sleeve. 


He didn't have to worry about Alec any more, at least. But there was no - or very little - chance of turning 
David against Jon, and he had that to worry about. 


Not that he minded going to jail (or worse), not really. It would be worth it. 


And here was a golden opportunity. Jon's house, middle of the day when all the happy little suburbanite 


neighbors would be at work. No witnesses. 


Well, David. But surely Hugh would know someone somewhere in his massive network of connections who could 


get David out of the house. 


It was a good opportunity. An excellent opportunity. But good enough to ignore the careful planning he'd done? 


"Earth to Sam." 

"Huh? Oh. Hey, David" 

"Aww, you didn't jump." 

"I'm getting used to your sneaky ass." 

David handed him a beer, "You look like you you're thinking heavy thoughts.” 
Maybe it was a problem that David was so fucking observant. 
Tico shrugged and sipped his beer. 

"You want a ride home tonight?" 

"Nah, got my car." 

"Cool. Wanna go get coffee when we close?" 

'Itll be three before we get out of here.” 

"That place | took you to is open 24 hours. Wanna?" 


"Is something wrong?" 


David plucked the plastic sword out of his drink and sucked a cherry off of it. "Why do you ask?" He said, 


before swallowing, giggling at Tico's expression of disgust. 


It wasn't his usual giggle, though. David seemed..almost nervous. "You're being awfully insistent on hanging out 


with me after work." 
"Cause you're fun to hang out with," he said with a shrug. "Sorry." 


"No, it's not hanging out | have a problem with, Dave. You're just.insistent" 


David finished the rest of his drink in one swig. "Kay. See you tomorrow, then" 


He bounced off towards his piano, leaving Tico significantly more confused. 


Four 


It seemed odd to Tico that Jon was so flippant about personal security. In the movies, crime lords lived in 
high-security compounds, constantly surrounded by guards and vicious dogs and enough weaponry to bring 


down a fleet of bomber planes. 


But then, in movies the phrase "crime lord" didn't sound as overblown and ridiculous as it did in his own head. 


Crime lord was for the big screen - "little shit with no respect for other people's lives" was more accurate. 
And Christ, even his doorbell sounded like it belonged in an episode of Leave it to Beaver. 


Of course, David ruined the image when he appeared at the door half-dressed, sweaty and flushed and clearly 
not in the middle of vacuuming in a set of pearls and high heels. 


"Oh! Hey." He giggled a little and motioned Tico inside, turning to yell up the stairs that Sam was here and Jon 


should probably put some pants on before coming downstairs. 
"l, uh - sorry to interrupt," Tico said, settling down on the chair David motioned him to. 


"Don't worry about it" David was awfully cheerful for someone who'd been interrupted mid-fuck. "Oh, but if 
he's a litle pissy at first, ignore it. Most guys don't like having business interrupt a good blowjob, eh?" 


"For the love of God, David, are you gonna tell him how long it is, too? Spare the man the details," Jon certainly 
didn't look "pissy", grinning as he strode into the room and pinched David's ass before flopping down on the 
couch. "Drink, Sam?" 

"Uh, sure. Just a beer's fine, thanks." 

David nodded and bounced off, squeaking a little when Jon pinched his ass again. At least now Tico knew what 
his friends had meant when, after visiting the house, they told him he and Maria were absolutely sickening to 
behold. 


The thought nearly made him sick, and the small pistol strapped to his leg felt like it was burning him. It was 
easier to act nonchalant when he could pretend it wasn't there. 


"You look nervous." 
"Do I?" Tico leaned back in the chair, watching Jon watch him. "Nah. Just wondering if you're gonna fire me." 
"Pfft. | don't bring people here to fire ‘em. The opposite, actually.” 


"Huh?" 


"lim gonna invent the Sam Johnson drinking game," David said, handing Tico his beer and curling up on the couch 
next to Jon. "If he jumps, do a shot. If he says ‘huh’, do a shot. If you manage to catch him nof lost in 
thought, chug." 


Jon snickered, sliding his arm around David's shoulders and kissing him lightly. "Goof. Sam, | meant | want to 


hire you more long-term’ 
"No shit?" 

Jon nodded. "I know David told you a little about us. Little shit" 

"You weren't throwing around ‘little! last night. In fact, you - " 

"Shush. Anyway. | know you're aware Alec wasn't just a regular patron of the bar. And thanks to loudmouth, 
you know we're not exactly a merry band of upstanding citizens. | don't want to go into detail with you right 


now, but you get what l'm saying.” 


Tico nodded, concentrating on drinking his beer so he didn't have to answer. Jon was combing through David's 


hair with one hand, and David looked like he was going to start purring any minute. 


The gun against his leg felt like it was branding him. There was no way he could do anything with David here. 
That was beyond unfair. 


"And thanks to that.let's go with disregard for morality, we've lost a few guys recently. Most recently, Alec, 
and before that, the guy whose job you took And you seem plenty trustworthy - David can't say enough good 
things about you, and Richie certainly likes you, and I'd trust them with my life.” 

"Will | have to - " 

"Do anything illegal? No. We do, of course, operate entirely within the law." Jon winked at him, and David giggled 
a little. "As a long-term employee, you'll be expected to do more than your bouncer work. But you're new, so 
it'll all be little gofer shit. Fetch my dry-cleaning, run some errands, occasionally provide an alibi" 


"An ali - " 


"Hey, shit happens. There are men | can't afford to lose. But you won't be covering for anything truly bad, if 
that helps. And your pay, of course, will reflect the new duties." 


"How much?" 


"A fifteen percent raise on your paycheck, plus bonuses for some of the shit I'll have you do." 


"Do | have to tell you right now?" 
"Nah. Take some time to think. I'll be at the bar tomorrow night, let me know then. But Sam," Jon's voice took 


on a warning tone as Tico rose from the chair and reached out to shake his hand. "l'm trusting you. Don't 


make me regret that" 


"Does this shirt make me look fat?" 

"Nope." 

"Youre not looking." 

"You wouldnt listen to me anyway." Tico grinned and looked up from his book. "No, you don't look fat. You look 
gorgeous, lovely, radiant. The light of a thousand suns pales in comparison to your beauty. Angels weep fo gaze up- 
"Alright, alright, | get it." She curled up against him on the couch, smiling when his hand automatically rested on her 
stomach. "Maybe he'll kick for you today." 

‘Stil too early, isn’t it?" He set his book aside, other hand rubbing her stomach in lazy circles. 


"Yeah, But | figured if | brought it up first, | could avoid your whining." 


"You sneaky wench," Tico growled and wrapped his arms around her, laying back and pulling her on top of him as 
she giggled 


‘Lemme up, | wanna go grocery shopping" 
"You can’t. That shirt makes you look fat, you need fo fake it off." 
‘Oh yeah?" 


‘Mmbhm," he nuzzled his face into her neck "Mmm, and those pants aren't doing your ass any favors, so you need 


fo lose those." 
Maria giggled. "Good to know. Anything else?" 


"Well, | cant see ‘em, but | bet your bra and panties make you look fat, too. So we need to take care of that 
before you can go." 


She giggled more as he playfully bit at her neck. "Im so lucky to have such a fashion conscious husband." 


‘Damn right you are, baby." 

Tico was lying through his teeth - he knew exactly which one of them was the lucky one. 

Six months ago, Tico would have laughed at anyone who told him a fucking maternity blouse would make him 
cry, but those were tears on his cheeks as he folded the last of her maternity clothes and set it on top of 
the pile in the box. 

The house was always at its quietest when he was going through her things, making it entirely too easy to 
lose himself in memories. He'd taken to putting on a cd of whichever classical music the internet had led him 
to based on what David had played the night before, but most of it was quiet and melancholy, making 
everything worse. 


Would've been too easy if David liked the cheerful stuff. 


The cd had ended, there were no more clothes to go through, and the air in the house was suffocating him. 


Looked like he was gonna head to work early again. 
"So | heard Jon offered you a more permanent job." 
"Uh, yeah. He did." 


Richie nodded, absently cleaning out a glass. "We need more permanent people, you know? String of bad luck 


lately" 
"He said something about that, yeah 
"You gonna take it?" 

"Im not sure. It's tempting, 


"You should" Richie held the glass up to the light, checking for spots. Apparently satisfied, he set it aside and 


started on a new one. "Jon takes good care of people when he knows they're on his side, you know?" 
"What, like buying them cars?" 
Richie snorted. "Yeah fucking right. Cars are for guys who give good head - and you wouldn't catch me on my 


knees for a dude for all the cars on the fucking planet - not those of us who've demonstrated how fucking 


loyal we are. Hand me that rag.’ 


David walked in just in time to catch the end of Richie's tirade, and Tico wondered what would happen if David 
ever happened to catch an entire bitchfest. If Jon ever caught wind, he assumed Richie'd be out on his ass 
faster than he could say "massive fucking tits", but he didn't have enough of a handle on David to know if 
David would actually tell Jon, or just shrug it off. 


That might be the key, actually. If Jon knew the shit Richie was spewing, he'd flip out. And after that, he 
probably wouldn't be too eager to rat out the guy who'd listened to his bitching with a sympathetic ear. 


Of course, that was probably easier said than done. Richie could be a Neanderthal, but he wasn't stupid. Tico 
didn't have big enough boobs to make him slip up like that without some planning. 


Teek, 


| say take the job. If you don't, he'll be looking to replace you soon, and you'll have to rush. You can't afford to 
get sloppy. 


- Hugh 

There was an obscenely shiny red convertible in his driveway when it was time for work, Beethoven blaring 
from the speakers at about the volume his neighbors’ kids liked to blast Dr. Dre. David was leaning against the 
door, idiot grin plastered on his face. 

"The Hell are you doing here?" 

"Nice to see you, too. I'm bringing you to the bar so you can't say no when | offer a ride home." 

"Right." 

David pushed his sunglasses up to rest on his head, Tico wishing he'd grabbed his as the early evening sunlight 
glinted off the hood into his eyes. "I need to talk to you. And not the kind of talk we can have at the bar. And | 
was trying to be nonchalant about it so you wouldn't get nervous, but you're such an antisocial little shit that 
didn't work. Obviously. So l'm gonna insist now." 


"Should | be nervous?" Tico arched his eyebrow. 


"No. But the second | said ‘we can't talk about it in the bar’, you woulda been. Now shut up and get in the car 


or we're gonna be late." 
"David - " 


‘lm totally aware l'm acting weird, by the way. There's nothing to worry about, | just.wanna talk. And | don't 


want Jon to know about it, and if anyone in that bar overhears us, he will. So stop arguing.” 


Whatever David said, this was making him distinctly nervous. He'd been fine up until "I don't want Jon to know 


about it” 

That didn't bode well 

But David was right, they were going to be late, so he slid into the passenger seat without further argument. 
"This is a pretty flashy car." No wonder Richie was so intent on bitching about it. 


"Anniversary present," David said, turning down the volume so they didn't have to shout over what Tico was 


fairly sure was Beethoven's Fifth. "Jon doesn't really do subtle." 
Like fuck he didn't. What the fuck was that white-picket-fence model suburban paradise if not subtle? 


Of course, when you're responsible for as many deaths and evil deeds as Jon Bon Jovi, anything short of a 


blood-stained apron and a butcher knife counts as being subtle. 


"I thought Jon was gonna come to the bar tonight?" Tico asked David as they got in his car. 


"Huh? Oh yeah, | forgot to tell you. He said to just have you tell me if you were gonna take it or not, and he'll 


have you come by the house sometime soon to hash out the details." 


Tico wasn't sure he'd ever seen anyone drive the speed limit in a bright red sports car, especially not at three 
in the morning when the roads were deserted. Never heard classical music (and now he was sure it was the 
Fifth - at least this was a culturally enriching quest for revenge) played quite so loudly, either. David 


was..something else. 
"So you gonna tell me what this is about?" He yelled. 
David waved him off. "When we get back to your house. Now shut up, this is my favorite part" 


They'd been at Tico's house twenty minutes and David hadn't said a word. Tico wished he'd had time to prepare 
- the boxes of Maria's stuff lay all over the place, a few pictures that wouldn't have raised an eyebrow if 
David knew the truth decorating the end and coffee tables in the living room. Hell, even if David did know the 
truth, it all looked a little like a creepy shrine set up by a man who couldn't let go. 


Maybe he should finish boxing her stuff up this weekend. 


Curiosity apparently satisfied, David sat down on the couch. "Nice house." 


"Thanks. You want a drink?" 
"Nah. You probably want me to get this over with, don't you." 


"Yeah." Tico flopped down in an armchair across the room, hoping he didn't look as nervous as he felt. 
‘So..what's such a big secret?" 


"I know the truth about you and what you want with Jon, Sam." 


Five 

The air in his house, as stifling as it could be, had never felt quite so thick. "I - you - what?" 

"Not all of it, really. But | can guess. You're after him ‘cause of Maria, right?" 

Tico's mouth worked, but no sound came out. Shit. Shit shit shit shit shit 

"Is happened before. Jon's usually a pretty good judge of character, but every now and then we end up with 
a scumbag with no respect for other men's wives. And if someone connected to Jon runs off with someone 
else's woman.Jon usually gets the blame." 

Oh sweet mother of all that is Holy, David still thought Maria'd run out on him. Hope. There was hope. 
oh 

"You're getting information from Hugh McDonald." 

Shit again. 

"Gh." 

David shrugged. "| don't need you to confirm it. Hugh's the only one who sends people to Jon with the ‘need a 
job’ story. Everyone we're actually on good terms with has known for months Richie got put in charge of 
hiring.” 

"So why'd Richie have you bring me to Jon?" 


| honestly couldn't tell you. Hugh. dunno. As much of a stupid bastard as he is, he usually picks pretty good 


guys to manipulate, and - " 
"He's not manipulating me." 


"Right" David snorted. "Yeah he is. He's just good at it. If you knew he was doing it, it wouldn't work. But yeah - 
either Rich figured if Hugh bothered with you, you must be a good enough guy, or he thought Jon would take 
care of it. And Jon didn't do anything because he has this bad habit of judging people on sight, or assuming if 
Richie sent you along there must've been a good reason. That's how we end up with losers like the guy who 


took your wife, that miscommunication" 


Beer. A beer would be really good right now. Tico got up and headed to the kitchen without a word, leaning 
against the fridge as he sipped from the can. 


Life would be so much easier if he'd gone with his first instinct and dismissed Hugh's original letter as 


worthless trash from a creepy crime-obsessed weirdo. 
"You okay?" David was standing in the doorway, watching him drink. 
Tico just shrugged. "I - yeah. It's..a lot. But yeah." 


‘Normally | wouldn't say anything. It's easier to just let this shit happen But | like you, you're a nice guy. And 
if you take the job just to fulfill some revenge fantasy against a man who had nothing to do with her leaving, 
it's not gonna end well. And | don't want to see that." 


The heat of his hand was getting to the beer, the next sip warm enough to make him wince and set the can 
aside. "| don't think I've ever heard you say a bad word about someone else." 


"Yeah, well Hugh's a special case. Douchebag." 
"What'd he do to piss you off so much?" 


David snorted. "Do | need an excuse? The man's devoted his life to putting my husband-life partner-whatever 
in jail - and yeah maybe he deserves to be there, l'm not gonna pretend he's Mr. Sweet and Innocent, but 
whether he deserves it or not, it's not Hugh's place to fucking decide. And on top of all that? He doesn't even 
have the balls to do anything himself. He fucking leeches off people like you who are going through seriously 
hard times to fulfill some stupid bullshit vendetta" 


Tico arched his eyebrow, David ducked his head and looked a little sheepish. 


"Sorry. Didn't mean to go off like that. It just.its hard. | - yeah. I've come to terms with what Jon does. It's 
not easy, but | have. And | just.Hugh's such a fucking leech. He finds one person to do his dirty work, that 
person fails - and | bet | don't need to tell you what failing really entails - and he just shrugs it off and finds 


someone else. Its sick" 
"Hugh's not the one killing them.” 


"No. But | told you, I've come to terms with it. No, | don’t like it. But it happens. And Hugh knows that it 
happens, and he doesn't give a shit, and maybe it doesn't make sense for me to hate him for it more than Jon. 
|.| dunno. | get to know Jon's reasoning, | guess. Hugh's just a piece of shit with some bone to pick with Jon 
who thinks other people are expendable." David sighed and ran his hands through his hair. "I should go. It's 
getting late. Early. Whatever." 


He managed a weak smile, and Tico nodded. "Tell Jon | want the job, okay?" 


"Yeah. ‘Kay. I'll see you tomorrow." 


And he was gone before Tico had a chance to straighten up and walk him out. 
Teek, 

Everything okay? Haven't heard from you for a few days. 

- Hugh 


There were three or four of those in his inbox, scattered over the last week or so. Where are you, did you 
take the job, what's going on? 


It was easier to ignore them than to try and figure out whether he wanted to keep talking to Hugh or believe 
David or what the Hell he wanted to do. 


„such a fucking leech 
So David had found out Hugh was involved. Of course he'd step in, try and turn Tico to their side. That's what 
Tico's plan was with Richie, after all. David had figured out Tico was after Jon, and wanted to protect him. 


Didn't mean he was right. 


But he hadn't really said anything that wasn't true. Hugh was bent on seeing Jon locked up, he had scoured the 


papers for someone he could use. 


And maybe if Maria really had just left him, that would hold up. Because, yeah, if she'd run off with someone 


who worked for Jon, that wasn't Jon's fault. 


But she hadn't run off. She'd gone to get fucking groceries so they could eat, and her goddamned car had 
blown up. That doesn't happen accidentally, at least not a week after a perfect inspection. 


No one accidentally rigs an engine to explode. And no one who works for Jon does something like that on 


purpose without an order. 


And no, he never would have known Jon was involved without Hugh. But Tico didn't need Hugh to give him a 


motivation - actually, quite honestly, now that he'd come this far he didn't need Hugh at all. 
David didn't know that cutting off Hugh didn't change a thing. 
Hugh, 


| think itd be best for us to just cut our ties now. Thanks for everything. 


- Teek 

just a piece of shit with some bone to pick with Jon who thinks other people are expendable 
"What'd you do to piss off the princess?" 

"Princess? Nice, Rich. And why do you think | did anything to piss him off?" 

Richie shrugged. "You two just don't seem as buddy-buddy as usual.” 


He was right, they weren't as friendly as they had been When David had avoided him the day after he visited 


Tico's house, Tico had just assumed he was embarrassed to have lost his composure. 


Not that David was the type to give a shit about how calm and collected he looked, but it was easier than 


coming up with a more complex reason 


But David was undeniably avoiding him. And Tico had no real clue why. Maybe because it had sounded like he 
was sticking up for Hugh? 


Whatever it was, Tico didn't like it. 
"I don't know, Richie. Maybe he's PMSing." 
Richie's laugh echoed around the bar. "Nice one, Johnson" 


The door opened, letting in the sun and the noises of the street, and David walked in "Sam, Jon wants you To 


come by the house tomorrow," he said, and went straight to his piano. 
"See? That's the most he's said to you in a week." 
"I'm aware of that." 


Richie shrugged and set a glass full of something pink in front of Tico. "Bring him his drink, maybe that'll wiggle 
the stick in his ass." 


"Christ, what is all this shit he drinks." 


"Vodka and whatever juice and syrup and shit | feel like putting in. He doesn't have a preference as long as 


there's enough sugar in there to kill a normal man" 


"Right" Tico grabbed the drink and wandered over, David busying himself arranging some sheets of music. 


"Why do you even bother with those? You don't read ‘emn." 
David shrugged; Tico rolled his eyes. 

"There a reason you're not talking to me?" 

"Don't want everything | say relayed back to the bastard. Gimme my drink" 

"| told him to fuck off. And nothing you've said has gotten back to him, so chill" 
"Are you lying to me?" David reached for the glass in Tico's hand 

ve 

"How do | know that wasn't a lie?" 


‘Oh for the love of - " Tico blinked. David was grinning, obviously overjoyed Tico had taken the bait. "Idiot. 


Here's your sugar.” 


"Have this phone on you at all times. Feel free to use it for your own personal shit, but if | need to get 
through to you and | get a busy signal, | will not be happy. There are three numbers in the memory - the one 
that says "emergency"? Means emergency. Don't use it unless there's a gun to your head, got that? Then you 
have the bar number - marked "bar", conveniently enough - and the third goes to my office." 

"You have an office?" 

David giggled. "Nope, he's a house husband" 

"Remind me why | don't kick you out," Jon said, rolling his eyes. 

‘I'm cute, and | give good head." 

Tico had never seen any man roll his eyes as much as Jon rolled his at David. 

"Anyway, yes, | have an office. l'm not there very often. The number's in the phone so when a call comes, 
you'll know to answer it - you shouldn't ever need to call. If you get a call from any of the numbers in the 
memory? Answer it Like | said, have it on you at all times. | don't care if you're taking a shit, getting laid, what 
the fuck you're doing, if you don't answer you'll be in deep shit” 


"So I'm just playing errand boy?" 


"We should get him a little uniform. Maybe with hot pants." 


"For now, yeah," Jon nodded, pointedly ignoring David's helpful suggestion. "I wanna make sure | can get in touch 
with you, trust you, all that good shit. Like | said, though, we've lost a few guys recently - lots of room 
for.advancement." 

Tico raises his eyebrow. "What exactly is ‘advancement ?" 


It probably should've insulted him that Jon laughed at that, but he hadn't really expected an answer. 


"Funny. We operate on a strictly need-to-know basis, got that? Ask too many questions, and | might start 
asking some questions of my own, and you won't be happy if | don't like the answers | get" 


There was the man Tico had been expecting all along - the thinly-veiled threat, the menace in his voice, the 


none-Too-reassuring glint in his eye. It was almost reassuring. 
"Right. No questions.” 


The menace changed to a genuine smile, and Jon patted Tico on the back. "I like you. You'll do fine. Davia, | 


assume the fact that you're taking your shirt off means it's time for company to leave?" 

Tico didn't need to be asked twice 

"Okay, row I need to go grocery shopping" 

f you stil have the energy, | dant do my job" 

Mania rolled her eyes and sld out of bed "Oof. fuck Next tme, you get to be the pregnant one." 

"Sounds fun," Tico grinned, rolling over on his back so he could watch her walk around gathering her clothes 
"What do you want fo eat tonight? And if you make the obvious joke, youre not getting that for a week" 


"You wouldnt last two days" Maria stopped with her pants halfway up and raised an eyebrow at hm. "But | see no 
need to test that." 


she rolled her eyes - two in five minutes, he might reach a new record here - and finished getting dressed 
"Those pants make you look fat, you should take ‘em off." 


Maria giggled as she leaned over fo kiss him. "You tried that one already, Casanova. Spaghetti tonight?" 


‘Mm, whatever you feel lke cooking." He slid his arms around her neck and pulled her down for another kiss, 
nuzzling his lps against hers as they parted "God, | love you." 


Her lps curved into a smile against his, and she kissed him one more time before straightening up. ‘Love you foo. 
And babe, don't spend all afternoon in bed, get up and do something, okay?" 


"Yes ma'am." 


David was absently plinking out a few notes when Tico brought him a drink, chin resting in his free hand. From 


the look in his eyes, he was a million miles away. 

"Thinking heavy thoughts?" 

"Huh? Oh..yeah, | guess." 

Tico frowned and pulled up a chair. "Something wrong? Wanna talk about it?" 

"Not now. Can we go for coffee after we get through here?" 

"Normally, I'd say yeah, but I'm exhausted tonight. | was running around all day fetching dry cleaning, and - " 
"Maria Torres." 

So that was what it felt like when your heart stopped. Huh. Tico had always imagined it'd be a little less abrupt 
but a lot more painful. Of course, maybe the fact that his blood had switched to ice water had numbed the 
pain a little. 

"What?" 


David sighed. "Maria Torres. 32 years old, 3 months pregnant, survived by her husband Hector ‘Tico’ Torres.’ 


Jesus fucking Christ. Tico tried to force words out past dry lips but everything from the neck up had turned 
to cotton and he wasn't having any luck. Maybe taking a sip of his beer would look nonchalant. 


"And in the picture | saw, that Tico guy looked an awful lot like y-" 
"For fuck's sake, David, shut up!" 


David flinched a little, half the bar turning to look at them when his hand hit the piano and produced a rather 


unpleasant sound. 


"Sorry. But.Christ. Are you trying to get me killed?" 
"So you'll come have coffee with me?" 
"Yes. Jesus. I'm getting back to work" 


Tico was, quite honestly, surprised his legs even worked enough to get him out of the chair and back to the 


door. 


Mother fuck 


Six 


Tico was out of the bar before David, practically chewing on his cigar as he tried to calm down. Shit shit shit 


what was he going to do now? David was going to tell Jon, and then he was seriously fucked, 

He could do it tonight. His gun was sitting in his car, right there in the glove compartment, still loaded, all set 
to go. He could hop in the car and be gone before David got out here, before he had time to figure it out. If 
he drove fast and ignored the red lights, he could be at Jon's house and have it done within ten minutes. 
Then he could get the fuck out of there. He could abandon the house, he didn't need to pack, he - 

"You're gonna chew the end right off that thing." 


"JesusChrist." 


"Or you could just spit it out," David was smiling at him, a casual, infuriating smile. Bastard. "We'll walk, | just 
gotta get something outta the car." 


Tico watched the cigar smoldering on the ground, fishing in his pockets even though he knew that was his last 
one. Dammit. The ground wasn't that dirty, he could - he blinked when a pack of cigarettes found its way into 
his hand. 


"Jon left these in the car, knock yourself out." David straightened up, holding a file folder and his jacket. "Come 


on. 


He was walking fairly quickly, Tico has to work to keep up with him as he got his cigarette lit. "So how'd you - 


David waved his hand. "Wait'll we get there." 

"But - 

"Sam, Tico, whoever, just calm down, okay? It can wait" 

It was a warm night but the wind was strong, tugging at their hair and shirts and threatening to put out 
Tico's cigarette. David seemed oblivious to the curls in his face, but between the wind and the ice in his veins 


Tico was freezing. 


There was no one in the café. OF course there was no one there, it was three in the goddamn morning. Well, 


almost no one - there was a man behind the counter who looked an awful lot like Alec's former co-barfly. 


This was getting more and more fun by the minute. Really. 


As far as Tico could tell, David ordered the same drinks as before, but this time leaned in and murmured a 
few serious-sounding words Tico couldn't make out before he grabbed the cups and settled down at the booth 
in the corner with Tico. The man - who Tico was now sure was the one he remembered from the bar - looked 


at them for a moment, then disappeared into a back room somewhere. 


"He's the type to tell Jon what we're talking about if he thinks itll give him an in. And he doesn't like me 
anyway, he'd love to tell Jon I'm keeping shit like this secret ." 


"Like Richie." 


David snorted. "Richie likes me fine. He's part of this asinine plan of Jon's - weed out anyone who pays me too 
much attention. Richie insults me, and he's supposed to let Jon know if anyone stands up for me a little too 


much." 
"Huh." 


"And people like you who come in with some vendetta against Jon think they can use that to their advantage. 
So if anyone gets friendlier than usual with Rich..we keep a close eye on them. So yeah. Anyway, Steve - | think 
you only know him as ‘that guy! - he thinks Jon's watching the security footage to make sure he's giving us 


privacy." 

| want to know how you know." 

"Not gonna pretend it isn't true, then? Good You know, if you're gonna try and maintain a secret identity? You 
shouldn't leave magazines out with your real wife's name and address on them when one of the guys you're 
trying to fool is at your house." 

"| - oh." Well, shit. 

"And | thought it might be her maiden name, you know? So | did a little digging. Don't look at me like that, it 
was only a litle digging. Public stuff. If you were difficult tonight | was gonna bring Jon into it - not tell him 
who you are, yet, but he's got a guy whose only job is to dig up information like this." 


"And you think he wouldn't've found out who | am?" 


‘lm sure he would," David said, and took a sip of his coffee. "Mm. You're not drinking yours. But yeah, he 
woulda. He's good, or Jon wouldn't keep him. So I'm glad you're being cooperative." 


"So why tell me this, then? Why not go right to your boyfriend?" 


David snorted. "Twenty years deserves a little more than ‘boyfriend’, thanks. And | like you, Sam. Tico. | - what 


the Hell do you want me to call you?" 


“Tico, | guess." 
"Kay. And ‘cause | like you. | wanna give you a chance." 
"A chance to what?" 


"To get the fuck out of our lives. Gracefully. Quit - make up some stupid excuse and quit. Jon'll be pissed, but 


you haven't been around long enough to know any secrets he'll wanna kill you over.” 
Well. That was reassuring. 


"And | don't care what you do after that. Honestly, | like you enough | think itd be nice if you still came around 
the bar sometimes. | doubt you will, but yeah. But | want you to drop this stupid - " 


Its not fucking stupid. It's not stupid, its not petty, it's not ridiculous. Fuck you, David. She's dead, and it's his 
fault, and this is not stupid." 


He was surprised how icy his voice sounded, how cold he felt right then. Somewhere in the back of his mind he 
knew David was being reasonable - more than reasonable. How he could manage to sit across from the man 
planning to kill his boyfriend-husband-partner-whatever, calmly drinking that absolutely disgusting concoction 
he liked so much like this was a normal fucking conversation to be having, was completely beyond Tico. 
"Going after Jon isn't gonna solve anything, Tico." 

"Right. l'm supposed to take ‘violence doesn't solve anything’ from a fucking mafia princess.’ 

David rolled his eyes and stood up. "Right. | think this conversation's over. Nice chatting with you." 

"David - " 

"Don't you mean ‘princess'?" David got up and tossed his empty cup in the trash. 

"Sorry" 

'| bet you are," he said, shrugging his coat on and shaking his head to free stray curls from the collar. 


"I just want to know why." 


The ice was gone, the venom and the coldness and everything was just gone. His voice cracked and any other 


time that probably would have embarrassed him. 


David's expression softened and he sighed. "I can look for you. | won't guarantee anything, because | can only 


look a little or Jon'll get suspicious. And.if | found you out, its only a matter of time before someone else does. 


So..a week. Next Friday, you tell Jon you're quitting, whether or not I've found anything for you. ‘Kay?" 
"Do | have a choice?" 


"Sure. Stick around, and Saturday morning I'll show this," he picked the file folder up off the table and waved it 
a little, "to Jon" 


"Blackmail" 


"Call it what you want. | guess it is, but if you weren't committing fraud | wouldn't have to. l'm protecting him, 
Tico. You'd do the same." 


Tico was so lost in thought he barely noticed David walk out of the café. 


The air was thick and heavy Wednesday night, so oppressive Tico thought it might crush him if he stood 
outside for too long. The forecast called for rain, but only a drizzle. The clouds hung heavy over his head like 
they were prepared to unleash waterfalls on the unsuspecting fools who assumed an umbrella would be 


enough. 


David was already at the bar when he got there, talking and laughing with Richie over a neon-blue drink 
garnished with no less than three pastel umbrellas. 


And people lke you who come in with some vendetta against Jon think they can use that to their advantage. 


Thank fuck he'd never actually tried his plan of turning Richie against Jon. The door clicked behind him at 


almost the same instant as the clouds split with a roar and the downpour began. 

"Looks like you got here just in time" Richie said with a grin. "Beer?" 

"Guess so. And yeah, thanks." 

The before-work drink had become such a routine Richie had one waiting and open, and he slid it towards Tico. 
"Hey, You like Shostakovich, right?" 

"Shosta what the Hell?" 

David giggled. "He's a composer. Sam told me he liked him, right?" 


Sometimes Richie could be a saint - his confusion had covered up the fact Tico had to think for a minute to 


see if the name actually was one he'd given to David before. Not that he really needed to keep up the charade, 
but still. 


"Uh, yeah" 

"Thought so. I've been working on his Sonata Number Two, c'mere and tell me what you think" 
David bounced off towards the piano, Tico following with decidedly less enthusiasm. 

"You didn't actually drag me over here to judge your Shostawhatever, did you" 

"Nope. im not even surprised you don't remember his name. Sit down" 

"lm not gonna like this, am 1?" 

David shook his head and began to play. 

"| cant hear you over that" 


"Tough shit. You don't need Richie questioning why | dragged you over here to listen and didn't play anything. | 
know why your wife got killed." 


"| assumed so. So what the fuck reason was there to blow up a pregnant woman?" 


It looked like David sighed, but Tico couldn't hear it over the piano and the roar of the rain outside. "It was an 


accident." 


Seven 


Water pounded the roof and threatened to cave the whole bar in, roaring in Tico's ears along with the sonata 
David was playing. Somewhere in the back of his mind, detached from the grief and anger and confusion and 
whatever else was twisting his gut into tiny little knots, he thought it was rather pretty. 


"| - a - what?" 

"Richie was seeing this woman. And Richie doesn't ever get serious about women, but he was pretty into this 
one. And ‘cause he's such a slut, he had a vasectomy a few years ago - yeah, | know, too much information 
And so this woman told him one day she was pregnant.” 


"Oh jeez" 


"Yeah. So he flipped the fuck out, and demanded Jon do something. So Jon did. Or rather, he had someone else 


do it. And Richie just told us her name was Maria and she was about two, three months pregnant." 


Tico's stomach was rapidly approaching his feet. David told this so fucking casually, like he was explaining how 
Tico's mail got delivered to the wrong house. 


"And the guy..he'd screwed up before, you know? A little trigger-happy, didn't ever do enough fact checking. It 
was sort of a last chance to redeem himself. He checked around, found your Maria who was as pregnant as 
Richie said, and..yeah." 

The floor was spinning. The floor, and the walls, and Tico's stomach had somehow made it past his feet. The 
rain had gotten louder - how the Hell was the roof even staying up? - and every note from the piano echoed 
in his head, threatening to deafen him but never quite succeeding. 

"IF it helps, that guy's dead now." 

Oh yeah, that helped immensely. Tico was going to be sick. 

"Ti - uh, Sam? You okay?" 

The fluorescent light in the bathroom was so bright Tico expected his eyes to catch fire any minute. Burning 
to death might have been less torturous than the way his internal organs were slowly twisting themselves 


into useless, agonizing lumps. 


He splashed his face and rinsed his mouth out as best he could, trying to avoid looking at the haggard, pained 


face in the mirror. He was so pale he might as well have been see-through. 


The bar had opened while he was in the bathroom, the crowd just big enough for him to slip around without 


catching David's eye. He was focusing on his playing now, something with words, his voice slicing through Tico. 


"You okay, Sam?" Richie looked genuinely concerned. No - the bastard who'd thought an appropriate response to 


getting two-timed was blowing someone up looked genuinely concerned. 
"Not really. You think you can handle shit here if | head out?" 
"Yeah, definitely. Get some rest” 


Rest. Right. 


Tico was almost happy it was raining so hard - after all, nights like tonight were supposed to be rainy. It didn't 
matter he could barely see, it wouldn't change much if he went off the road. 


There were plenty of lights on in Jon and David's happy suburban home. Good. He'd hate to be a bastard and 


shoot a sleeping man. 


It was still in the glove compartment, looking distinctly out of place among insurance papers and a few napkins 
and condiment packets from fast food restaurants. He slipped it into his pocket after checking to make sure it 
was still loaded, returning the glove compartment to its relative innocence. 


Jon was on the phone when he answered the door, arching his eyebrow but waving Tico in and motioning for 


him to sit on the couch. 

‘lm sorry, pal, but if you want me to meet with you in person, I've gotta know who you are. | don't give a shit 
what you think you know I've ‘always done’, | don't meet with people | don't know. Come to the house, | don't 
give a shit. Yeah, real nice talking to you too." Jon set the phone down with a roll of his eyes. "Idiot. You okay? 
You look kinda pale." 

"Fine." 

He nodded and flopped down in the chair. "Idiots trying to waste my time. ‘Got some info about a new employee 
you might want to hear: Yeah fucking right - when someone says that? Nine times outta ten, it's no worse 
than a goddamn parking ticket." 

"Trying to get on your good side?" 


"Bingo. People are idiots, Sam. You're the only new employee I've got - you got someone holding something over 


your head?" 


Hugh, probably. "Not that | can think of" 


"Didn't think so. You're pretty squeaky clean Shouldn't you be at the bar right now?" 
"This is more important." 


The gun pressed against his hip, probably leaving an imprint. It could've been a burn mark, for all he cared 


right then 


"Can't be too urgent, Mr. Chatty." Jon was grinning. Grinning, with everything that he'd done and everything he 


probably planed to do swimming in his conscience. If he had one. 
"You killed my wife, Jon" 


His voice was steady, hard and cold and nowhere near as shaky as his hand as he drew the gun out of his 


pocket. For his part, Jon didn't even flinch. 
"Did |?" 
"Maria Torres. Blew up her damn car over a fucking misunderstanding" 


A gun pointed at his forehead, and he didn't break a sweat. His eyes were calm, voice still just as fucking 
casual as always. "So that's why David was looking for shit about her? Sneaky bastard" 


Tico stood, assuming he'd look more commanding on his feet. No reaction from the heartless piece of shit in 


the chair. 
"You know, | had the guy who messed up killed | don't like misunderstandings. 
"Do you even have a fucking soul, Jon?" 

"Suppose lIl find that out when | bite it, Sam" 


"My goddamned name isn't Sam." The twisted knots inside of him tightened further, the blood boiling in his 


veins, muscles tense and shaking. 

"My apologies." 

"You're such a fucking bastard." 

"You'd be surprised how often | hear that." 


The gun was so hot in his hand he was surprised it hadn't turned white with heat. It burned into his flesh, the 
feeling so intense he could swear he smelled his skin burning. Pull the trigger. Pull the goddamned trigger. End 


The door flew open, startling them both. David was standing there, soaked to the bone, face flushed and eyes 
wild 


"Oh God, dont” 

"Why?" 

"Because you don't want to’ 

"Like fuck | don't" 

David walked towards him slowly, as if quick movements would startle him into action. "Tico, you really dont" 


"That your name? Huh. Unusual.” How many times had Jon been in this position for him to be so fucking calm 


about it? 

"It hurt when she died" 

"No shit" 

"You wished it had happened to you instead." 


The door was still open, banging against the wall as the wind pushed at it. Rain whipped in, stray drops icy hot 


against Tico's skin 

"Please don't do that to me, Tico." 

David's voice was thick and broken, cracking the way Tico's had in the café. Tico kept his eyes fixed on Jon, but 
he could see David's eyes in his mind, see tears and desperation and just enough craziness to confront the wild 
man with a gun in his home. 

"You're not that kind of guy." 

"Fuck you." 

"Please." 

"David, go upstairs." For the first time all night, Jon's voice had real emotion in it. His expression softened, and 


though he faced Tico straight on, he was watching David - watching the man he loved, the man who loved him 


- out of the corners of his eyes. 


"No." 

"David, please." 

"If he's gonna do it, he's doing it in front of me." 

And that was the kicker. Almost against his will his arms lowered, the tightness in his muscles all but 
disappearing. He was tired, he was so fucking tired he could barely stand. His head was still spinning, maybe he 
was going to pass out. Maybe he'd hit his head on something - wouldn't that be funny, dying in the house of 
the man he'd planned to kill. 


"| think] think I'm gonna go home." 


"You do that, Tico.” David was smiling at him, that stupid smile he always wore, but his eyes were more 


relieved than anything. 


The rain had slowed down outside, no longer roaring over everything. So quiet he could hear shifting behind 
him. Jon getting up to comfort David, perhaps. 


"Jon?" David's voice was panicked, almost frantic, and there wasa loud crack behind Tico. Thunder, probably. 
Except thunder didn't hurt. 


The bed was soft, so soft he might as well have been lying on a cloud, wrapped in a blanket of pure moonlight 
There was a body against him, warm and soft and oh God, it smelled like Maria's shampoo. He'd missed that fucking 
body. 

İt shifted and looked up at hm with sleepy brown eyes. "Mm. Mornin, hot stuff" 

"Maria?" 

She giggled "Are the other women youre likely to wake up with?" 

He hadnt been in bed He'd been in Jon's house, and there had been the panic, and then the thunder.. 

„and then the pain, the searing pain in his back and his chest and everywhere at once. 


"Am | dead?" 


"Does it matter’ You're here." 


"I guess." She was smiling, that smile that lit up her face and the room and he'd thought he would never see again 


"Where is here?" 

"That doesn't matter either, | dont think." 

"l - okay." 

Maria giggled again, and it filled his ears and bounced around the room, or whatever it was. 
' love you." 


She snuggled closer to him, leaning up fo kiss him lightly. "I love you too." 


